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self to the language of friendship, a sentiment which she was an
adept in using for her own purposes, though quite incapable of feel-
ing in fact. Since her days at boarding-school, where she had re-
mained until she got her diploma, friendship had never been any-
thing for her but an alibi for desire. And now it was her desire for
revenge that was at stake. She had no illusions about the kind of
feeling which she inspired in Mirbel. He had not confided in her,
but she knew perfectly well that he was very unhappy, and that his
heart belonged to another. But, more clear-sighted than the abbe,
she soon realized how strong the animal was in him, and how wholly
dominated he was by the blind and irresistible cravings of his senses.

Hortense Voyod had begun by getting a clear picture of this side
of his nature. The two or three letters from her which Jean kept,
and which he showed me later, were not so much sentimental in
tone as carefully composed with the sole object of stirring, without
any touch of coarseness, a young imagination condemned to lonelt-
ness. One of the few notes left by the abbe on the subject of
Hortense shows the extent to which the priest was preoccupied,
even obsessed, by the thought of this woman. "It is difficult to
account for such knowledge of the human mind in a mere country-
bred woman," he wrote; "the explanation is, I suppose, that vice
itself has a certain educational effect It is not given to all of us to
look evil in the face. Our petty individual weaknesses, to which we
give the name of "evil," have nothing in common with this violent
determination to destroy the souL ... The spirit of evil, as the
eighteenth century knew it and expressed it in the Liaison*
Dangereuses, exists, as I know now, actually within a few miles of my
Presbytery, behind the shutters of a chemist's shop. .. ."

Spring came early. Jean, though he would have to face
his finals before the year was out, continually played truant.
Hortense knew that she could contrive a meeting with him as soon
as she thought that the right moment had come. All she had to do
was to take a walk along the banks of the Ciron. But she was in no
hurry and wanted to avoid all unnecessary risk. First of all, she must
so arrange matters that the boy was haunted by the thought of her,